NEW YORK JOURNAL, SUNDAY, JANUARY 31, 1897.

ALWAYS
BAaiNIN IN
LUNDUN

UNDUN.—Wel, as I wus sayin' before I spoke, 4’
Prints o' Wails inwited us all t' go t' 4" pallis
where he live. Did we go? Wel, say, ye cudn’t
'a kept us away. o we had a hot time an’ d4' coon
won &ll 4 Prints’s munny wid playin® kraps.

Dis travvilin® life agreaze wid me. I'm gettin’
fat. Wen I gets me growth I gesa I'll be a drum-
mer, den I ¢'n die travvilin’., But wot's dat got
t’ do wid d' Prints an’ @' pallls, nuthin' ‘at all. It's
only me views on d4' subjeck. Wel ennyway we
went to 4’ pallis,

hello sed d' Queen I'm orful glad ye came but
ye'll hav t' xzuse 4’ looks o' t'ings. we're house-
cleanin' an' ye no wot dat meens, 0O yes sed Liz
we poor wimmen hav our dummestick trubbils.
Where's Al I sed. o he's went on an errand sed
d’ Queen he'll be back rite away. Pritty scon Al
turns up, hello boys he sed to d' gang 'an’ den he
guv de old lady a peece o' cloth. Ma he sed I
tride everyware but I cudn't match it.

Queen I sed I'm gettin' hungry, aint 4" grub

laffed jently an' sed wot's mine is yours, all rite
Frints sez I jest send dis karpet an' sum o' dem
chairs over to me flat. fDere Wwuz wun mug dere
all drest up fit t' kill wol gave me 4’ marbil stair.
Al T sed 18 dat guy yer prime minnister 'r izzy
only de Dook uv Pikkadilly o no sed Al he's d°
butler.

So I sashayed over t' de mug an’ sed 'r you '

. butler, yessir he sed respeckful givvin’ me d' re-

frijerater glalr. Ye don't say, 1 sed Say yve'd
orter seen 'is face, Den 1 giv 't anudder roast,
If you evver wants t' join 4° forece in Noo Yaurk
I sed I'll give ye & bennyfit uy me inflocence. 1
no a corner wot wud jest soot youw.

Den we all set down an’ et. o wot a feest it
wuz. I caut Hoolihan puttin’' sum puddin' an’
cakes in his pokkits wot I made up my mind t'
swipe w'en we got back to d' hotel. Mickey sed
Liz in a lo wisper aint dis gaurjus, yves luv I sed it
beets Beefstake Johns out o' site. We all drunk
wine an' made speetches.

army t' go chase itself. Easy, I sed. Don't be ruff
on yer frends, Al. Mickey sed d' Prints if me
mudder wud let me I'd glv ye 4" bigzest sparkler
in me krown. Woddy ye say, ma?

But d4' Queen neerly had a fit. Don'tche dare,
she sed, wot'll yer constituents t'ink? Yer mud-
der's rite, Al, I sed. Hold fast ¢ d" krown jools
an’ if de woist cums t' de woist an® ye've got t'
hock ‘em, take good eare o' d' tikkit,

Den 4" Queen got on 'er pins an' maild a few
breef ‘remarks. Deer frends she sed I'm so glad
dat we're all assembled rite heré. Sp am T ged &'
nigger tryin’ t' ballinee a mints pie on his nose,
Let d' lady tauk sed Liz an' she flung a empty
bottil at @' coon’'s hed. '

ves kind frends sed d' Queen yure presints
makes me feel dat t'ingé Is gaw'n t' be o. k. be-
tween yure country an’ my country. Dat's rite
Queeny ole goil, 1 sed, you ¢'n gambl on dat. I'm
sorry 1 ean't giv ye a better spred she sed, but 4
cook went on a strike dis mornin' an' I had t' take

UDOLPH BLoCK

a hand in d" gaim meself. But next week if ye'll

Ladys an' jents sed d' Prints w'en he began t'
all cum up to me cassil Balmoral wot's in Skot-

feel good. I get up on me fest £ propoze a toast
tod" ¥eller Kid an' his frends. Dey're d' gratest land I'll giv ye sim sport wot'll nock ye gilly,
peeple wot ever cum down wil we cum ¢ Queen you just betcher life we
d’' pike. If we had de Yel- || will! i
ler Kid's face a.‘q' de kast Den dey all cauled on me fer a toast an’ say,
fron nurve uwv sum o' hisl ye'd orter geen me blush.
frends we eud drop @' hole. % Iaintimuech uv an orrator I'sed an’ I can’t make
_brittish navy an’ tell de . & speeteh. Datls rite sed Hoolthan, (o wate till T
: get him outside) but Pllido d best I ean. Den I
filled mie glass wid shanipain an’ sed t' 4' Queen,

reddy yet. Shure Mike she sed, cum along an’'
fetch d° gang wid yve. So we zll skipped Into 4"
eatin’-room in @' pallis. Say @ way dem rooms is
fixt up beets @’ band. Dey look jest like d' sho'
winders in @' furniteher stdres on @' Bowry but I
don't t'ink d' Queen bought *em on de instaulming
plan 'cause dere wuz no tags ond karpet, Liz sex

- 'she looked. T e L :

Al T sed ye're livin® in grate stile. D' Prints
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.| ALL DE CELERY AINT FERs DE GOAT AN HE MVST
|NoT EAT DE TRoNE . Di§ AINT No TABLE p'Hore
'DINNERs DONT FERGIT AN TINK YER AT NO

BOHEMIAN RESTERANT AN ASK FER RED INK.

DE GENTS WIT VELVET BLOOMER S AINT DE

Goob 'To EM .« DE GOAT PLEASE WONT EAT ALL DE
ORCHIDS DERE NOT GooD AN DERE DURN EXPENSIVE
LIKE LoTs OF oPDER, TiNGS AN BESIDES JERE ONLY
{FERs DECKERASHUN. DE JRISH STEW AN CORK Soop
I$ MADE IN HONOR OF OUR NATIONALITY AN DERE
HOT STUFF AN MUST BE ET. DONT STAY Too LATE
AN WEAR HOLES IN YER WELCOME . YE MIGHT

MICKEY 7AND HIS FRIENDS HOBNOB WITH ROYALTY.
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Vicky, ole goll, I sed, here's lookin' at ye. May ye
never get bauld an® may ye live t' rane over Ing-
land till everybody in Ireland is happy. Mickey
sez d' Queen ye're a peetch. -

All sed to @' Prints, here's winkin' at ye! May
ye soon be d' rooler o' dis glaurious nation an'
w'en ye gets t' be d' king uv Ingland here's
hopin' dat ye wont go back on yer frends wot
stuck to ye w'en ye wuz only d’ Prints o' Wails.
Mickey sed d° Prints, shake. Dem sentiments
brings teers to me eyes,

Den we all joined hands an’' sung he's a jolly
good feller witch nobody can deny., De Prints an’
me sung faulsetto wile Liz neerly struck high Q.
Den 'd’" butler wid de below zero eye hand's d'
Queen a kard wel H dis aint & luvly supprise she
sed. Mickey yer frends d' dook an’ duchess o
Marlburrow has jest dropt in.

Sho ‘em up I sed to 4' butler 'caunse dey're me
ale ¢olll] ehums. Wel wel wel I ged if dis aint me
ole frénd d' dook 1'll eat me hat, dooky ole sport,
how are ye? Blick ag molasses sed d' dook. Den
a pare uv luvly arms wuz t'rown around me neck
an' who d'yve t'ink it wuz but d' duchess me ole
frend Conny Vanderbilk, Conny I sed 'm parril-
ized wid joy gimmy a kiss. o ye'd orter seen d'
face on Liz, say dat goil's jellusy is d@' blite o' my
yung life.

Weal we got kinder Hvely den an’ d@° Prints lent
me one o hiz Krowns an’ we had a corkin® good
time, Where's Slippy Dempsy asked d' dook o
Marlburrow I don't see him no yer grase I sed
Slippy is getiin' prowd. He's went off t' see d’
sites by his lonesum. Jest den d' butler wid de
skatin'-rink eyes guv d' Queen a tellygram.
Mercy she yelled,- Slippy Dempsy has fell off d'
Tower o Lundun. He must be kilt. not on yer
life Vick I sed. Slippy has fell before, An' shure
enuff who cums walkin® in jist den but Slppy his-
self wistling d' Bidewalks o' Noo Yaurk,

Wel say it wuz time t' get out o' bed w'en dat

" rakkit bust up but: we had an ellagint time.

Queen I sed as we shook hands, If ye ever ¢um t'
Noo Yaurk let me ng, De flat wot I livs in aint
as tony as dis, but say Queen, I'll steer ye up
aggenst d' hottest game wot ye ever dreemed uv.
Don't ferget Balmporal next week sed d' Queen.
Not on yer tin-type I replide.
' RUDOLPH BLOCK.
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